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HE following Farce 
having never. been 
printed a, tho" it 
has appear d upon the 
y 'S tage ſeveral Tears ago, and 


«I 18 q by 
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P REFA. 


been often acted at both Thea- 
ters; I thought it neceſſary to 
inform the Reazer, thatthe Rea- 
fon of ts lying ſo long dormant, 


only procceded from my own _ 


Negligence. As for the publiſhing © 


1t now, it is owing to the Inpor- 
tunity of ſome who were pleas d 


with the Performance upon the 


Stage, and were of Opinion, 


ing to all unprejudic'd Readers 


in Print, as it did 10 all iznpar- 
tial Spectators in the Repreſen- 
tation. To divert inoſfenſiwel) 


being the only Aim I had either 


in the Action or Publication, |. 


7+ 


that it mig ht Prove as entertain- 
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: k wiſh it as good Surcefs in the 
o latter as it had in the former. 


Newburgh Hamilton. 
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Sir Simon Scrape-all, Mr. Norris 
True. love. Mr. Elrington, 4 


 Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Mr. Thrifty, Mr. Bullock. 


Plotwell. Mr. Pack, 
Nicompoop. | Mr. Leigh. 1 
Ananias. Mr. Spiller. © 
Cabbage the Taylor. Mr. Burkhbead. 


WOMEN. 


4 


abe la. | Miſs Herborn, | 7 


Mopſa. VMl.iyſs Willis. 
A Chaplain and the Tailor's Man. 
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SCENE, a Dining-Room. 


5 
_ 
n. 
9 NE 


Enter Sir Simon Scrape-all, and 
Mr. Thrifty. 

'Thrif. [xz] H Y Sir Simon i and 8 
: Vea fear not, my Child 
ſhall be yours, it is ſuffi- 
cient you have my Word 
zin the Matter; {ſince I ſay it ſhall be ſo, 

you may conclude it done. 
1 1 Sir Sim. Mr. Thriſty, I am bounden to 


yon, your Conſent was what I chiefly 
deſir'd; I am overjoy'd to think I have 
. Obtain 4 it; had I the leaſt Part of Iſabella's 


* Favour, I'd ſoon be happy, 
; B Thrif 


2 | The P etticoat P lotter. a 1 
Thrif. Doubt not her good Will, ſhe 7 
has, tho' I ſay it, ever prov'd an obedient 7 
Child; but think you I'll ask her Leave to 
wed her? I am the beſt Judge of what 
Husband is fit for her, and ſhe ſhall marry * 
as I think fit. SE 
Sir Sim. It is true Mr. Thrifty, the Old 
ſhou'd command, and the Young obey; 
but the Madcaps of this Age, without 
any Reſpe& to the grey Experience, and 
dear-bought Wiſdom of us of the laſt, 
think they alone are wiſe, and with a 
young flaſhy Coxcomb that ſcarcely knows 
what's what, a grey Beard is a certain 
Sign of a Fool. =_ 
Thrif. Let thoſe Muſhrooms that ſprang * 
up but laſt Night, think as they pleaſe, I * 
ſhall not be rul'd by their green Tots 
they look with the wrong End of the Per- 
ſpective ods my Life! I'd have them 
to know, that a Man of threeſcore and 
ten, ſees clearer than any young Fellow of 
tweaty. 5 
Sir Sim. Keep to our Prerogative Mr. 
Thrifty, *tis but juſt. | by” 
Thrif. My Daughter is my Daughter; 
who can claim any Power over what is 
mine? By me ſhe came into the World, and 
| Cay lend her out again, ſhou'd ſhe diſo- 
ey. 2 


Sir Sim 


The Petticoat Plotter. 3 
Sir Sim, There's one Doubt Nicks yet in 


ent my Stomach, I cannot digeſt it. 
5 Thrif. At your Doubts agen Sir Simcn, 
nat til harping on that String: 


Sir Sm. Patience „ good Mr. Thrifty, t 
* 1 ſhew the Cauſe of n my Fears There 5 
that prodigal young TZ. uc-Ive, who has 
long courted your Daughter. 
* Thrif. I ſhall find Means to manage that 
Spark =I have often diſcharg'd him my 
| Houſe but the brazen young Dog won't 
be ſatisfy'd with a Denial; lach an impu- 
dent Fellow I never knew. 
} Sir Sim. 'Tis that which now-2-days 
| gains a Woman's Heart; if a Lover has 
2 Impudence, he wants no Qualificat on to 
recommend him to his Miſtreſs ſtorm 
its, them, and the Forts ſurrender immediate- 
er- ly; but go to ſapping and miryng, they'll 
em hold you out a ſeven Years Siege a 
nd whining Lover is ſeldom rewarded but 
| of with a ten Years Courtſhip, which throws 
tue poor Fellow into a Conſumption, and 
Ur. if he lives to be marry d, a Month's Ma- 
e ſends him packing. 
er; j Thrif. Here comes the Gentleman him- 
is (elf, as opportunely as may be; the Treat- 
4 ment he receives ſhall ſoon eaſe your Fears, 
and my Reſolution put an End to his 
3 importunate Sollicitations. 5 
1 B 2 Euer 


* 
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Enter True-love. 


True. Mr. Thriſty, good morrow, Sir 
Simon, I am your very humble Servant. I 
Thrif, Mr. True-love, your'e welcome, 1 
juſt now wiſh'd for you. _ 
True. Sir, I count my ſelf happy, in 
being thought of by you Mr. Thrifty; (( 
fain wou'd call you Father,) you are ſen- 
ſible of the pure Affection I bear your 
Daughter; I have often acquainted you 
with my honourable Paſſions, you as of- 
ten have deny'd me; my Buſineſs now is 
to know your final Reſolution. _ F- 
It by this I can't gain her, I muſt go 
another way to work, and cheat the old 
Fellow, when he thinks he's moſt ſe- 
bas: fs es (Aſide. 
Thrif. Upon the ſame Account I de- 
ſir'd to ſee you, while Sir Simon is here 
to be a Witneſs to our Agreement. L 
True. From you then as from an Ora- « 
cle, I receive my Doom; conſider well, 
before you paſs Sentence, for if you deny 
me Habella, you deny me Life. 
My Fears are ſtrong, but my Hopes 
overcome them, (aide)? = 
Tyr if. What I've determin'd, I'll ſtand 6 43 
LD Dl ir 


The Petticoat Plotter, 5 
3 Sir Sim. I am tickl'd to think how 
 Z fneakingly the poor Fellow will look, he 
will be as much out of Countenance as 
a Dog that has loſt his Tail. (Afde. 
Sir Thrif. Mr. True-love, J having thorough- 
ly conſider d the many Qualifications of 
, I your Mind, external, as well as internal; 
and alſo weighing with my fatherly Aﬀe- 
in 7 Gion, the Neceſſity of providing a care- 
(ful Husband for my Daughter; I do here 
n- _ ſolemn'y proteſt and vow, that I think 
bur Thomas True-love the fitteſt Perſon in the 
ou Word rot to be Jalelua Thrifty's Hus- 
of- band. 
True. How Sir! ſure you do but jeſt, 
all th's is a Riddle to me. : 
co © Thrif, Then Sir, to unriddie this Rid- 
old dle without being thought a Conjurer, 
ſe- my Daughter ſhall never be your Wife. 
ide, Tue. You do but try my Patience, to 
de- fathom the Depth of my Love. 
ere Thrif. 1 am in fad, ſober Earneſt, I can 
aaſſure you; you came here as I take it, 
ra- „Sir, to know my laſt Reſolution ; ſo, Sir, 
ell, in as few Words as poſſible, you have it 
ny © Sir, and ſo your humble Servant Sir. 
Due. Hold Mr. Thrifty Sir Simon , 
des fore I ſleep, this muſt be a Dream. 
S1 Sm, Verily, Mr. True-love, when you 
. 2 were juſt now in your Raptures, I thought 
1 ä B 3 ja * Ou 
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2 
7s 
8 * * 


you had been dreaming, and now I find 


your own: Tongue waken'd you. _ 
True. Or rather, I am not yet awake; 
1 muſt be fatisfy'd I am; are you ſure * 


that you are Sir Simon Scrape- all, and this 


Mr. Thrifty? If I am aſleep, thunder in my 


Ears, and rouſe me from this Dream. 
Sir Sim. Bleſs me, he has loſt his Sen- 

ſes, but I will not be banter'd out of 

mine too. : | Rn 
Sir, I am Sir Simon Scrape-all Knight, 


what have you to ſay to me eh? I can 


anſwer you, as for. Mr. Thrifty, he is of 


Age, let him ſpeak for himſelf. 


 Thrif. Come, Come, Mr. True-love,think 
not to rhodomonradoe us out of our Wits, 


what I have ſaid I will ſay over again 
if you be not awake now, you may 


go Home, and fleep your Sleep our. ” 
True. You are obſtinately reſolv'd then. 


Thrif. J am not to be mov'd, 
True. Why then 
Thrif. What then Sir? 


True. Why then your're a doating old 


Fool, and this accurſed Uſurer, whoſe 
ſole Delight is fifty in the Hundred, who 
has theſe threeſcore and ten Years, walk= 
ed about the World dead — _ 1 

> Sig 


the Dream is out, you talk'd ſo loud in 
your Sleep of Jabella, that the Noiſe of 7 


7 
7 
1 


3 The Petticoat Plotter. 7 
d Sir Sim. Dead Sir? 
in True. Yes, dead Sir, your're now al- 
of ways poring on the Earth as you were 
2 to dig your Grave with your Eyes, or 
e; peirce to the Center to ſearch for more 
re Oold but Mr. Thrifty, ſatisfy me in 
1 this one Requeſt, pray give me a Rea- 
ſon why I am not good enough for Ja- 
bella? . 
n- © Thrif. My Reaſon Sir! humph! and 
of What if I am croſs, and won't give my 
de, Reaſon Sir, eh? What then Sir, eh? but 


it, if I may be ſo bold as to ask, what 
an Pretenſions have you to my Daughter, 


dir? 
Tune. The chief of all Pretenſions, Love, 
nk ſincere Love. 
ts,  Thrif. Love, Love! ha, ha, ha, —is that 
in all? a Fig for your Love without Means, 
ay will Love get a Dinner or a Suit of 
Clothes? Cou'd it but cure Hunger or 
n. Nakedneſs, I ſhon'd be ſatisfy'd. 
True. Sir, I have Love, and you can 
give Riches, both are beſt, 
* Thrif. And ſo I muſt make a Match 
id between your beggarly Love, and my 
fe wealthy Daughter? Go, get one of your 
ho one Sort, one that has Love without 
k- Money; my Daughter ſhalt have one that 
has as much Love as you, and more 
F ws Gold 


ir 


1 
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Gold than you have Braſs; this Wor- 
ſhipful Knight here, with my Conſeur, 


intends to make her his Lady, which I, 


doing ail for my Child's Good, have 


freely given him fo preterring | his grave 


Years, and full Bags, to your vain Vouth, 
and empty Purſe, you may go whiſtle for 2 


a Wife, ſomewhere elle Sir. 


7 
7 0 . 
bk - 
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True. And will you then for a little f 
infignificant Droſs, that Parent of Cares, 


and Diſturber of Joys, ſacritice your 


Daughter's Happineſs? Tying her to an 
old wither 'd Crabtree, an uſeleſs Drone, 
that's a Nuiſance to his Neighbours, and 
is this a 
fit Bridegroom for 1ſabel/a > foh, foh! he 
Rinks fo of Mortality, that I can't look © 


an Eyje-ſore to the World 


at him but I think of my Grave. 


Sir Sim. You may ſpeak your Will of 
me; but ſhe ſhall be Wy Bride. 


True. Your Bride! go get a Winding 


* a > o 
_ — 7 1 
r 
3 . NYT * 8 
, . Aa . 


Sheet ready; go, dye and oblige the 


before Death, your Avarice. has ſtarv'd 


you in this World, in the Grave youll 


World, you Memento mori, you Skeleton 


diſappoint the Worms of an expected 
Banguet from your lean Carcaſs, and ſo 


ſtarve them too. 


Sir Sim, Alackaday ! poor Lad, he is þ 


exaz 'd—— Bedlam WII be his Fate. 
— Tyuorif. 


riage - 
| think what Miſery ſhe muſt undergo, not 


The Petticcat Plotter. 9 

Thrif. *Tis likelier Turn may let 
him rail, mind him not. 

True. I ſee the old Man is reſolute, I 
muſt now uſe all Means that cunning Plots 
can inſpire to break this intended Ma- 
it ſtings me to the Soul to 


in loſing me, but in being joind to Fn 3. 


y free and genrom Mans I ve ery'd in 


(Vain, 

Now [ ruſt truſt to Plotwell s Working Brain. 
. 

Sir d Neighbour Thrifiy, a bloody- 


minded young Fellow this; adod we 


)ok have need to be careful, adod we have. 
 Thrif. Fear not the Threatnings of his 
of vain Anger, when this hot Fit of Love 
is over, he will be very cool, he will 
ing Cringe like a beaten Spaniel —— Sir Si- 
the mon, you know what you have to truſt 
ton to; I'll call my Daughter, I don't doubt 
d but you can court, eh! you have been 
This 24 Wag Ill warrant, eh! Sir Simon. 
ted 5 Sir Jong. Ay Mr. Thrifty , there was 2 
ſo time 
=» Thif. Hang time, Sir Simon, there is a 
is time, and there ſhall be a time — here, 
Daughter Jabella, Daughter Jabela. 
if, Sir 
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Sir Sim. Leave us not together, if you i 


do, I am ſtruck dumb. 


 Thrif. I warrant you Man; bear up 
briskly to her, follow your own Rule, 
ſtorm the Fort, batter down the Gates, 
throw Bombs fill'd wich the Wildfire of | 


Love, and the Town's your own. 


Enter Iſabella. 
Jab. Did you call Sir? - 


tleman, my fatherly Care has intended 
him for your Husband , my Preſence is 


not neceſlary. {xi 


Sir Sm. I am confounded with her 
Beauty, how ſhall I begin? (afide) bright 
Paragon of Beauty, accept the Offering 
of a Virgin Heart, who's proud to be 
made a Sacrifice to your bright Eyes. — 
Adod, I did not think it had been in 


me——a good Beginning. (aſide) 


Jab. Untortunate True love! unfortunate 7 
Iſabella, what ſhall I do to ſhun this fa- 7 


tal Love? 


Sir Sim. Take not away the Luſtre of 
thoſe Eyes, „or you take away my Life, 
and then Il dye——ſhe's modeſt and 


baſhful. 5 
Laib. 


Thrif. Yes Child, be civil to this Gen- 
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Iſab. Sir, have you any Buſineſs with 
me? 

Sir Sim. Ves Angel, the Buſineſs of 
I 1 the Buſineſs 2 which we are all 
born, Love and Matrimony. 

3 Jab. I muſt ſeemingly comply with this 
4 mature Match, that my True love may 
gain an Opportunity to reſcue me from 
this Danger. (Aſſde. 
q Sir Sim. Thou Honey-ſuckle of the fra- 
grant Fields, ſweeter than Roſes in the 
Month of May, allow me thus to kiſs 
this lily white Hand ; adod I cou'd eat 
it, adod I cou'd, 'tis very ſweet. 

Jab. O bleſs me Sir, you hurt my 
7 Hand, you kiſs very bard. 

= Sir Sim. And will you then marry me, 
to my Goddeſs, ſpeak—— it muſt be 
> © fo, Slates in modeſt Virgins gives Con- 
- 1 ſent. 
Jab. Sir, in all things I ſhall prove 
a obcdient to my Father's Will. 

7 Sir Sm. My Life, my ſweet Duck, 


4 adod I love and will love you; you 
- 7 ſhall always have your Will, adod you 
. Z ſhall wear the Breeches, but ſay, when 
1 1 ſhall I be made happy' when thall it 
» be, eh? 

d I Jab. Sir, I conjure you not to be too 


| ke but as my Father thinks fir, 
3 | as 
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| gin, a moſt curious Girl. (Walks up and down, 


of very few Words, which will be an 
nnexpreſſible Bleſſing in a Wife. 


been in any Woman living. 


ſight. 


did I not tell you ſo? a 


obedient, vertuous Wife. 


as he commands J ſhall be ſure to obey. 
(Exit, 
Sir Sim. A moſt wonderful young Vir- | 


Enter Thrifty. 


Thr if. Sir Simon, Sir Simon. 3 | 
Sir Sim. A modeſt Virgin; Aa Virgia | 


3 But Sir Simon | 4 
Sir Sim. She's a Miracle of Goodneſs, 2 
prodigious: I did nor think it had Y 


Thrif. He's raviſh'd ! Sir Simon n 
Sir Sim. How happy ſhall I be i in that ©. 


vertuous Creature ? 


Thr if. Bur Sir Simon, do you "WIL - P 
Sir Sm. O Mr. Thr itty! Moſt honour'd K 
Father, I beg ten b Pardons; the 
Greatneſs of my Joys blinded my = 4 


Thrif, Well, is ſhe not a rare Girl-— 


3 


Sir Sim, You are bleſt 208 an obedien 
Daughter, and I ſhall be happy in " 


16 


2 — — 
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Thrif. Now, Sir Simon, we want but 
the finiſhing Stroke. — A Parſon and a 
Z Wedding-dinner, to compleat your Hap- 
2 pinels. Ps 
Sir Sim. In the mean time, let us 
watch True-love narrowly; he's a dangerous 
young Fellow; and I'm more afraid of 
him than of a mad Dog. — Come, Fa- 
ther, lcad me to my Love. 


(Exeunt. 


8 
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| NN | 
| EEELEELERES ] 
SCENE, the Street. | 


| 11 
pu 1 
Enter True-love. 4 'F 
True. Where the Devil is this Ploruel | | 
i now? He's always out of the Way when 
1 itand moſt in need of his Help —0| $ 
j here he comes, ſpread out below like a | 5 
N Peacock s Tail. 8 
l — 
; Enter Plotwell like a Spaniſh Woman. 1 
| . Platuel, come to the Reſcue of your 
| dying Maſter; help me out of this intri- | \ 
| cate Labyrinth, and you ſhall be counted F 
| the Machiavel of the Age; while alive F 
1 you ſhall be courted by all, and when | 
| dead, you ſhall be honour'd with a brazen || E 
$ Monument in Weſtminſter- Abbey. A. 
Plot. Without theſe Bribes, Sir, Tu — 5 
do my Part; I will ſpin my Brain into 
| : Plots, IF 


for ever. — Sir Simon Scrape-all 


2 Miſtreſs. —— I know all, Sir, 


TE? - N l Fr 
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Plots, tho' they be no thicker than a 
Spider's-web, III have enough to tire the 
two old Dotards, before they can get 
thro' them all; I won't be ont-witted, if 
Plots can do it. „ 
True. Without your Help, ſhe's loſt 


Plot. I know is to be marry'd to your 
As J 
was going to Tom. Cabbage the Taylor's, 


who procur'd me this Diſguiſe ; paſiing 
by Mr. Thrifiy's Door, Iſabella ſpy'd me, 


and in this Paper acquainted me with all 
Secrets ; ſhe had before ſufficiently ac- 
quainted me how to manage her Father, 


3 as to the Spaniſh Affair. How do Petti- 
E coats become me, Sir? | 


True. Admirably well — gut this Pa- 


per ſays, Sir Simon is this Afternoon to go 


to his Houſe in Chelſea, and to return in the 


l 


» 
4 


2 Evening. 


Plot. True, Sir, upon which ( know- 


ing Tom, Cabbage to be wholly in your In- 
"2 tereſt) I have perſwaded him, and one of 
his Journey-men, diſguis'd in Masks and 
long black Cloaks, to lie in wait in the 
Fields, and frighten him as he returns. 
There will be only that Booby Nicompoop 
Vith him, who's as great a Coward as his 
I Maſter. | 
s, 


C 2 True, 


which has ever prov'd your faithful Rogue, 


trouble you, — gain me but Jſabella, 


was turn'd into Amphitrion, Mercury was 


theſe Changes for a Miſtreſs? I hope 


16 The Petticoat Plotter. = 
True. But of what Advantage will that 8 


be to us? 


Plot. Why, this, Sir; he being a ſu- 
perſtitious, timorous old Fcol, it may 


make him delay the Wedding; but I dont 


build my Hopes upon that, Sir, thanks 
be to the Fruits of this fertile Noddle, 


Sir. I have ſurer Pillars to rely upon— 
Be gone, Sir, leſt we be diſcover'd, and 
meet me here within half an Hour. 1 

True. This is the laſt Time I ſhal! 


and your Labour is at an End. (Exit. 
Plot. Well, this is the Fate of all Lo? 
vers, and of Conſequence of all Lovers 
Servants, thus to be metamorphos'd into 
various Shapes, and to run thro* the grea - 
teſt Dangers in Diſguiſes. When Jupiter 


turn'd into Y; and what can Mortals 
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this Letter will do the Buſineſs, as far as 
a Face of Braſs, and a Brain full of Cun- 
ning will carry me; I am ſafe——this is 
the Door. (Knocks, 7 
Thrif. within. ] Who's there? 
Plot. A Friend, an't pleaſe ye, Sir. 
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Enter Thrifty. 


8 Thrift. Ods my Life, {ome foreign 

5 Lady! 
Plot. Your Name Mr. Thrifty, Sir? 

* Thrif. Yes, Madam, 

- Þ neſs, pray? 

d 7 


. 


your Buſi- 


Plot. Sir, this Letter informs you: 


Thrif. 

Mr. Thrifty, 

Am this Day arriv'd in the River, 
n board the Tyger jrom Barce- 

ec lona, with all your Brother's Riches; 1 


* have ſent Donna Theodoſia before 
* to acquaint you with my Arrival; J 


© mſt ſtay aboard till. J have ſent all the 


* Goods aſhore, two Cheſts of which will 


tb ome up this Evening by the Tide, the 


** Money and Jewels Il bring my ſelf. 


Jamzs TarusrrE. 


Th Os 
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Ods my Lite, very good News, very 
good News, very welcome News. 
Miſtreſs, I ſuppoſe you are the Woman | 
Mr. Tryſty-inform'd me of in his firſt Let- 
ter, upon my Brother's Death, whom ml 
Brother left to my Care ? J 
Plot. Les, ant pleaſe ye, Sir; I went 
cover about ten Years ago with your bo 1 
ther; my Name was Dol the Buxom, 
an't pleaſe ye, Sir; but upon our Arrival | 
at Barcelona, he chang d it to Donna Ther. 3 
doſia. | 3 
Thrif. And pray Madam Donna Theods 3 
422 I' ſwear tis a very pretty 
ame, you can ſpeak Spaniſh, I warrant, 7 
faſter than Engliſh ? '$ 
Plot. O the Devil! I'm catch'd, . 
muſt face him down. O yes, Sir, it 7 
Is AS natural to me as my Mother e 
Sir. 
Thbri,. Let us have a Smattering of chi 
fame Spaniſh, you fhall teach my Daugh- | 
ter; Languages of all ſorts I love, tho I E 
can ſpeak but one. 1 
Plot. There's Hopes yet then, he may 
be 5 'd on, he ſhall have ſome El 


7 medio, yourdro, hunbledro Servantdro. 
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Thrif. Antdro ! Til ſwear 'tis a very noble 
Language; and pray what may be the 
Meaning of what you ſaid. 

Plot. I am your humble Servant. 

Thrif. Ods my Life, it comes very near 
the Engliſh. — Servantdro, that is as much 
as to ſay, Servant, I think I'll learn it 
my ſelf. 5555 

Plot. Nothing more eaſy, Sir, I Was 
not a Week at Barcelona, when I cou'd 
have ſpoke any Thing almoſt, that was 
common or neceſlary. 

_ Thrif. J remember ſince you went over 
with my Brother, but I think your Face 
is mightily alter'd. | 

Plot. Alter'd, Sir! alas, Sir, living fo 


long in ſo hot a Country, and then grieving 


for your Brother's Death, wou'd have al- 
ter'd an Angel, Sir, — the beſt of Ma- 
ſters he was to me. . 
Thrif. Weep not, in loſing him you 
have found another, you ſhall live with 
me, and teach me and my Daughter to 


talk Arntdro, then I ſhall talk with the Sa- 
2 wiſþ Merchants on the Change, as well as 


the beſt of *em. 


> Ods my Life, ſhe's a pretty, plump, 
round Wench, and a warm Bed-fellow, I 
2 85 "I 
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warrant her; how my Lips itch to be at 


her, but I muſt not be too ſudden. 


I'll call my Daughter. —— Habella, 
Daughter Jabela. 


Enter Iſabella. 


Jab. Did you call me, Sir? 

Thrif. Yes: This Gentlewoman was 
your Uncle Thrifty's Servant, and ſince his 
Death left to my Care; be civil to her, 
ſhe'll deſerve it. (Exit. 


Plot. Now, Madam, obey your Father, 


and be civil to me. 


Jab. Plotwell, I ſee our Deſign takes WM 
rarely, I hope you remember'd all I told 


eu. 
Plot. I did not fail in one Point, Ma- 
dam. 


Jab. Well, what's to be done now |: 
muſt be done quickly; our Time is ſnort, 
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the Writings are to be drawn this Night. 


Plot. Fear not, Madam, we'll defeat 
| Your old Lover, we have Countermines 
for all their Projects, and Mines to blow : I 
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t fab. Til join with you in any Plot that 
will rid me of that hateful Monſter. — - 
leave all to you, find you the Means, 
„ l' put in Execution. 

Pilot. Let us in and contrive. 
Jab. 1 am content. (Exeunt. 


I Enter True-love. 


Tue. Here Plotuell was to have met 
me, and inform me of his Succeſs; I 
expect no favourable News, Fortune has 
plaid me ſo many Jades Tricks, that III 
x * truſt her no longer. 


5 Enter Plotwell. | 


þ 
1 þ . Plot. Oh Sir, ſuch News! expect Sir to- 
hear ſuch News; be prepar'd to liſten 

with Attention, I can tell. 

* True. S'death, what can you tell > What 

News? If it be good, keep me no longer 
in painful Suſpenſe, if it be bad, I know 
oo > much already, therefore ſpeak quickly 
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lent, tis but an ill Reward for one that ; 
has almoſt waſted himſelf into a Conſum- 
pPtion to do you Service. : 


ways obey'd— 


Cheat is carry'd on with an Air of Truth; 
T1 have gain'd the old Man's Heart, and 
jull'd his miſtruſtful Temper aſleep with, 
the Thoughts of the vaſt Riches that are 
coming home; yet the Dragon watches 8 
the golden Fruit cloſely ? He is a meet © 
Cerberus, and ſtands Porter at his own” 
Gate; there's but one Way to gain Au: 1 . 
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Plot. Nay Sir, if you're angry, I am ſi- 


True. Nay, good Plotwell, be not an- 
gry; Iown I am paſſionate, it is a Fail- 
ing, but at ſuch a Time you can pardon 
= 3 
Plot. Sir, your Commands ſhall be al: 2 
then know Sir, I am ad- 
mitted into Mr. Thrifty's Houſe, the whole C 


tance, 13 
True. Speak it dear Plotwell, and if I do 


not attempt it, may I be gibbetted, or 3? 


what is worſe, doom'd to live without 


my {ſabella. 


"Plot Thus then Sir —— you muſt im- 


mediately change- your Habit; for this 


wicked and unſeemly Garment, you muſt 


be cloth'd with a ſandtify'd Cloak lind 4 


with Hypocriſy; a large Band ſtiffen'd 
with the Starch of Zeal ; - and a broad-® 
brimm'd þ 
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brimm'd Hat to cover your Eyes from be- 
i L bolding the Vanities of this World. 
- | True, But to what End this fantaſtical 
Z Dreſs. 
. Plot. You muſt by this Diſguiſe be ad- 
; mitted for Ananias Scribe the Scrivener, 
ho is this Evening to come and draw 
the Writings. 
Tue. Sure Mr. Thrifty will diſcover the 
Cheat. 
Plot. He is not intimately acquainted 
with him a black Patch will help that 
43 then hold down your Head, counter- 
feit the Tone of the Zealous, and ſet your 
gay Looks into the formal and preciſe 
et ones of an old Philolopher———=gnce ad- 
al ® mitted, you mult eſcape with the Lady 


4 the Garden Doo the reſt I leave 
to en. 


4 True. Pur her once into my Hands, and 
a Don ve plaid your Part. 


| lf J loſe her then, may ] be ever curſt, 
Let her be mine, and Fortune do your worſt, 


(Exeunt; 


SENI, 
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SCENE, the Fields. 


Enter Tailor and Man. 


by 27 2 yy Wo 2 


Tail. Dick, we ſhall have rare Sport! 
with Sir Simon; the Covetous old Hunks, 
tho' he be my Landlord, Fil play him a4 
Trick. «| 
Sir Sim. Within. J. Why, Nicompoop; 1 
where are you Sirrah? i 

Tail. Stand cloſe, there he is, remem- 
ber your Part. (. bey retire, ; 
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Enter Nicom poop. 
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Nic. Oh my poor decay'd Paunch! 0 "ry 
my moſt unmerciful Maſter, Wh xt = 
great Foe he is to my. cond Guts, e 
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makes me keep Lent all the Year round — 

O roaſt Beef! roaſt Beef! when ſhall my 

Noſtrils be fed with thy fragrant Smell, and 

my Belly fill'd with thy delicious Fat and 
Lean —— I ſmell a Wedding-Dinner, 
which revives my Heart, Til lay about 
me then, and ſtuff as much Proviſion in 
this Carkaſs, as will ſerve me for a T welve- 
month; many an Aſb-I/edneſday and 
= Good-Friday Night's Suppers have I 
made, and I'm ſo lean, I ſcarce weigh 
Threeſcore on each Side, beſides Head, 
Feet, and Garbage. = 


305, 
MN 


af! Enter Sir Simon and Nicompoop- 
. Fs by 


Sir Sim. You Raſcal, how dare you to 
leave me alone, where were you, eh! 
Mic. I only went to make Water and 
7 pleaſe ye Sir. 5 
Sir Sim. Let us make Haſte, there may 
be Rogues in the Fields. | 
Mc. O Maſter! Maſter! did you ſee 
that great Flaſh of Lightning Otis 
O a dreadful ſtormy Night. 


Sir Sim, Why ſure you dream, it is as 
* DE | D plea- 
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pleaſant an Evening as ever I ſaw, and a as 
calm. 

Nic. Saw you that! O bleſs us! 

Sir Sim. That indeed was a. dreadful 
Flaſh, what can be the Meaning of Light- 
ning ſo ſweet an Evening. 

Nic. O! Iam ſtrangely afraid! I tremble 
every Joint of me! . 

Tail. Give o're Old Man the Tho uglits J 

of Iſabella, mark what I ſay, for *tis if the 3 
Devil ſpeaks, obey, or Til tear you Limb 
from Limb. 5 

Sir Sim. O bleſs me! N Icompoop, what ; 
ſhall we do? oh defend us! heard you not 
thoſe dreadful Words? O the Devil! the 
Devil! 8 4 

Nc. Oh! dear Maſter! if he comes, do 

you ſpeak to him, you are a Scholard, 
ſpeak inthe dear Maſter, * Z 
Man. Expect the firſt Night in your. Bed . 

to be torn to Pieces. 4 
Tail. For ſhe is my Miſtreſs. 4 
(Appearing. 

Man. And ſhe is mine. (Appearing. | 

Sir Sim. Oh bleſs me! what ſhall I ſay?Þ* 
I never ſpoke to the Devil in all my Lk 2 

O good, lovely, ſweet, dear De-! 
vils, take her to you, and I wiſh you! 
Joy of her with all my Heart, I freely re. 
lign her, let me but 80 home — | Op | 

ear £ 
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dear Devils ſpare my Body and take all the 
reſt; and Til never meddle with Woman 
kind again. 

Tail. Riſe then, and be gone. 

Nic. O Sir! let them go firſt, yield to 
all their Articles, give them all the Wo- 
men in the World rather than be carry'd 
to Hell. | 

Tail. Remember your Promiſe. 

Nic. O dear Mr. Devil, Iii be bound 
for him. : 1. 

Tail, Or we'll pay you a ſecond Viſit. 

„„ Exeunt. 

Sir Sim. I thank you very kindly good 
Devils, I'd rather your Worſhips wou'd 
Ray at home, I love none of your Vilits 
or Complements I can aſſure you —— 


_ Viſit Quotha! Nicompocp riſe. 


Nic. O dear Devil, I'm not to be mat- 
ry'd, takemy Maſter, and ſpare me. 

Sir Sim. Fis thy Maſter calls. 
Nic. Is it you Sir? are they gone? the 
Devil go with em let us be a jog- 


ging too pray Sir. 


Sir Sim. Well, it was a happy Thing 


that I met theſe ſame Devils; Mercy on me, 


what a danger have I eſcap'd; had I mar- 
ry'd this Devil's Miltreſs, what a fine Fami- 
ly I ſhou'd have had of young ones. 
Mic. Really Sir you'd have had a lovely 
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Crew of em, running skipping and playing 


about you like fo mauy young Goats. 
Sir Sim. My Houſe wou'd have been 


Hell upon Earth, to be cuckolded by a 


Man is bad, and by the Devil worſe and 
worſe, every one of my Children wou'd 
have had a cloven Foot, and a Pair of 
Horns Nicompoep, I'll ſtraight to Mr. 
Thrifty's, and bid him keep his Daughter, 
or marry her to the Devil if he likes him 


for a Son in Law. (Exeunt, 


End of the firſt AB. 
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ACT II. 5 


SCENE, 4 Dining- room. 


Enter Plotwell. 

Plot. There is an old Saying, it is not 
* Breeches make the Man, and I am ſure Pet- 
# ticoats don't make the Woman, for J never 
had more manly Inclinations in my Life; 
than ſince I put em on: I cannot for my 
Soul forbear tumbling the Maids, nay 1 
can't ſee my ſelf in the Glaſs, but I run and 
kiſs my Shadow. 


R 
r 
e 


Enter Thriſty. 


 Thrif, Well Dol, how does my Daugh- 
ter, is ſhe not longing for the Wedding 
Night, Huſly, ha, ha, ha, does ſhe not 
long I ſay, you buxom young Jade, ha, 
ba, ha. . ht 

p D 3 _ 
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Plot. If ſhe does Sir, ſhe may loſe her 
Longing for Sir Simon. © 

Thrif. And don't you long too, Huſly, he, 
he, he, don't you? you wanton Jade, 
don't you love to be tickt d? he, he. 

Plot. Sir, you can no more ſatisfy my 
Longing than Sir Simon hers. 
_ Thrif. Why what do you take me for 
Nuſfy — ods bud I am ſtrong and luſty, 
found, ſound my Girl, and I'm ſure ſound 
Threeſeore is better than rotten Five and 
Twenty —— ods my LifeI have as hale a 


Conſtitution, and as warm Blood 1n me, 
as when I was Five and Thirty. 


Plot. I don't doubt it, Sir, but ] aſſure 


you, you're not for my Purpoſe. 


 Thrif, Ods bud, you do look like an 
Amazonian Sort of a Virago, ods my Life! 
I believe a Man muſt ſtruggle to maſter 
you, but I believe you are good natur'd 


and willing, but Ill try Dol who's ſtrongeſt, 
and I will kiſs you Doll, and tickle you 
Doll; I, Faith I muſt, come, that's my 


good Girl, be eaſy now, I muſt tickle you, 
and mowzle you, and towzel you. 

Plot. Lord Sir, why will you do fo? you 
don't conſider my Modeſty, Sir, and my 
Reputation it you ruin my Reputati- 


on, I'm undone Sir, (puſhes bim down. 


Tori, 
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Thrif. Damn your Modeſty and Reputa- 
tion, I'm ſure I feel it on my. Backſide; 
that's a Jeſt, Iffaith,, your Modeſty and 
Reputation, and have croſs'd the ſalt Seas 
twice ſuch a. rampant Jade I. never 
knew in my Life; ſhe's a Gyanteſs, a Mi- 
ſtreſs for Goliabh. I'll try her again. (Exit. 
Plot. If ever J plot in Pettieoats again, 
may I be chain'd to a Galley Oar for my 
Life —— tis more laborious than beating 


Hemp in Bridewell. 


Enter Mopſa. 


Mop. Madam Theodoſia, my Lady wants 
T o 
Plot. Come here Child, I muſt kiſs you 


firſt Child, you love to be kiſs'd. 


Mop. Foh, fob, not by a Woman I can 
aſlure you, and then you have ſuch a Beard, 
that prickles one ſo, tis as rough as John 


the Coachman's. 


Plot. That's with living ſo long in fo 
hot a Country Child, all the Women in 
Spain have ſuch Beards, they're ſhav'd eve- 
ry Day. 5 


Mop» | 
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Mop. Then you know a Man from 2 
Woman only by their Clothes. 
Plot. True Child, tho? we maybe deceiv'd 
in that too ſometimes —— I mult ſtop her 
Mouth with Kiſſes, or ſhe'll run me a- 
Ground wirh Queſtions — Come Child, I 
always love to kiſs Women; I hate na- 
Ny Men, come, let us kiſs. 

"a. Why do you ſtop my Breath fo, 
you ugly Toad. - 

_ within. ] Why Mopſa, why Mopſa. 

Mop. The Devil take you, let me go, 

my Miſtreſs a ſhall be kill'd for ſtay- 
ing. | e 

Plot. I with my Maſter and 1/abella were 
once ſurely join d, for if the Buſineſs be 
not quickly done, I ſhall betray all, old 
Thrifty well certainly find out Iam no Wo- 


man, or the Maids that I am a Man, 
wow 


Enter Thrifty: Sir Simon; and N 


Nicompoop. 


Thrif. T ruly, Sir Simon, You tell me . 


Wonders, it they are true; but I want the 
Faith to believe em. | 
dir 
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The Petticoat Plotter; 33 
Sir Sim, True! Mr. Thrifty! do!] ſee, 


do J hear, am I alive, every Buſh in the 


Fields had a thouſand Fairies in't, we ſaw 
above twenty Devils. 
Nic. Ay Mr. Thrifty, but there were 


two great ſtaring Devils with Eyes as 


big as full Moons, and Horns like Stags- 
Horns; then their Mouths vomited Fire 
and Smoke like a Furnace, or a Chiriney 


on Fire. 


_ Thrif. All Fancy, meer Fancy, Ive 


* walk'd thro' thoſe Fields at twelve a Clock 
at Night, and Heaven be thank'd, ne er 
ſaw any Thing worſe than myſelf, without 
it were a Bealt - perhaps you've heard 
a Bull-bellow, or ſeen a Will with the 
I N 

Nic. Tell him what they ſaid Sir, Bulls 
can't ſpeak. ö 


Sir Sim. Adod that's true, then they 
ſaid Mr. Thrifty, thoſe two great ſtaring 


Devils, they faid, they ſaid —— adod 


I'm afraid to tell. 

here. 

Sir Sim. I hope not, I do not deſire 
they ſhou'd overhear me; they faid, but 
fince the Devil is the Father of Lies, we 
are not bound to believe him, but they 


Thrif. Fear not, they dare not come 


laid Jabella was their Miſtreſs, and if 1 
5 mar- 
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34 The Petticoat Plotter. 
marry'd her, they'd tear me Limb from 
Limb. 

Nic. And carry him Poſt to Hell, to be 


ſpatch-cock'd for Satan's Supper. 


 Thrif. It is all a Trick, a poor Trick, 
meer Cheat and Contrivance I ſmoke it, 
don't you ſmell the matter Sir Simon. 
Sir Sim, Truly I thought they ſmelt 
plaguily of Fire and Brimſtone. 
Thrij. I tell you Sir Simon, you're im- 
pos'd upon, I plainly ſee it, what do you 


think might be this ſame Devil's Name. 


Sir Sim, Bleſs us, Mr. Thrifty, Marty 


and Amen —— do you think I ask'd his 


Name — Beelzebub, or Lucifer, or ſome 
ſuch helliſh Name. 


Thrif. What think you of True: love, he 


has been the Devil that frighted you from 


your Miſtreſs to get her to himſelf. 


Sir Sim. Adod, that has a Colour, adod Þ 


it has, he's a bold cunning Rogue. 


Thrif. What! reſign your Miſtreſs to 
a Man, becauſe he ſays he's the Devil. 
Sir Sim. Now I think on't, it muſt be 
him, and ſhall be him, and adod were it Þ 
the Devil himſelf, he ſhou'd not have her, Þ 


I'd tell him ſo to his Teeth were he here. 


Nic. O Sir! it is him Sir! 
 Thrif. Who Sir? | 


Knock her. 


Alice | 


ne 


1 
1 
1 
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Nic. The Devil Sir. £ 

Sir Sim. Oh, oh, I'm undone, O dear 

Mr. Thrifty, do you ſpeak to him, I have 

not the Heart — but 1 will part with 
her, he ſhall have her. 


Enter Truelove like Ananias: 


True. I ſay unto you, Peace be here. 
Thrif. Is not a Man of your Yeats 
aſham'd to be impos'd on? 
Sir Sim. Is there nothing? then my 
Courage returns again. 
 Thrif. None but my Friend Ananias 
Scribe come to draw the Writings. 
Sir Sim. O good Mr. Ananias, I beg 
your Pardon, but I took you for the Devil, 
8 hate the Sight of Black as long as 
1 live. 
True. Sir Simon, I ſay unto you, I defy 
the Devil and all his Works —— think 
not I ſay that I am as one of the Wicked 
— Friend Thrifty, if that thy Buſineſs 
requireth the Help of Ananias Scribe, 
let us be ſpeedy, „ 
Thrif. Come, let us go in — and 
do you hear Sirrah, let not a living Soul 
enter without my Knowledge. Exunt. 
| 5 "SCENE, 
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e 
18 eee ee 


SckEN E, the Street. 


Enter Ananias and dark, Nicompoop 


above. | 


Nic. Who makes ſuch a Noiſe there, 


rap, rap, rap, as if they'd drive the Door 
down, who are you I ſay, ſpeak eh! 

Anxan. Friend be not ſo furious, and ! 
will acquaint. thee with my Buſineſs in 
Peace- tell thy Maſter Anauias Scribe 
is at the Door, | 

Nic. Are you ſure of chat? 

Annan. Sure Friend! I dare not ſwear, 


- but verily I am the Perſon known to the 


World by that Name. 
Nic. Then you are ſure, 
Anan. I am ſure. 
Nic. Then 1 am ſure you lye. 


Ana: 
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Anan. Lye! thou abominable Varlet, 
thy Lie I return unto thee ; and verily the 
Father of Lies inhabiteth in thee. 
Mic. Sir, Sir, come here Sir. 


Enter Thrifty above. 


Thrif. Who makes this Noiſe here? 
Nic. A Fellow an't pleaſe you Sir, that 
ſays he's Ananias Scribe, 

Thrif. O, does he ſo, I'll Ananias him, 
I'll teach him to take other People's Names 
———{QOme Trick of Trulove's Nicom- 
poop, run down, catch the Rogue, and toſs 
him in a Blanket — Sir, Ti! be with 
you immediately,  ZExeunt from above. 


Enter Nicompoop and Servants, with 
a Blanket. | 


bi Anan. Friend, I ſay, where is your Ma- 
iter? . 8 
Mic. He will wait of you anon, in the 
mean Time he ſends you this for a preſent. 
. © (They ſeize hum. 
Auan. Know ye who I am that ye uſe 
this Viokeoce. ; 
Nic. We gueſs at your Deſign, In with 
E him, 


confeſs 
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him, In with him. 


Anan. Murder, Murder. 


Enter Ian, with a Candle, 
Thrif. Where i is the Raſcal that lays he 


1s Ananias Scribe ? 
Annan. Mr. Trift ty, order your Servants 
to let me down, I'll tell you all. 

Thrif. Let the Rogue down, he will 
who ſet you on? 
Anan. Verily there came unto me a Ser⸗ 


vant of thine, and ſaid unto me, that thou 
requiredſt my Preſence to draw ſome Wri- 
tings. 


Thrif. What! my Friend Ananias? 
Annan. I muſt not ſwear, but before this 
Night, I did never doubt of my own 
Name. 

Thrif. It is certainly him, and I amcheat- 
ed, trick d, out-witted — run Nicompoop, 
make all the Servants take Arms, ſtop all 
Doors, Windows, and Holes, that we 
may catch the Rogue that has abus'd us 
the true Ananias is here, and the 
Pretender within Friend Scribe, I have 
not time to beg og Pardon, let us in and 
Puniſh the Impo Exeunt, 


SCENE 


4 
L 
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S EN E, a Dining- room. 


Enter Truelove, and Abele. 


Tue. My deareſt Jabella, When thus I 
have Thee folded in my Arms, I can't but 
think then all my Joys compleat, — Yet 
when I conſider how that Tye is wanting, 
which ſhou'd eyer make us one, a ſudden 
Damp cruſhes my pleaſing Hopes. | 

Jab. Truelove, take my Hand, you long 
have had my Heart, and ſhou'd not our 
Plots ſucceed, yet aſlure your ſelf J will not 
marry Sir Simon. 

True. Then thus is the Contract ſeal'd. 

(Kiſſes ber Hand, 
And may careful Heaven ever keep you in 
that Mind. 

Jab. 1 ſeemingly conſented to my Fa- 
ther's Commands, but to defer the intended 

E 2 Mar- 
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Marriage; for had I deny'd, my Father our 


of that Obſtinacy aide to moſt old Men, 


wou'd have done it out of Hand. 

True. Why ſhou'd we then delay, but 
ſnatch the offer d Moment, and put our 
lelves out of Fortune's Power. 


Enter Plotwell 


Plet. O Sir, all is ruin'd, we are all un- | 


done. 

True. How! 1 hope! am not diſcover'd. 

Plot. The Cheat is found out I wiſh the 
Devil had Anauias wha, a rare Plot 
has he ruin'd ? Sir, you muſt ſtty now, and 
brazen it out, I have a Plot. ain Storeyet: 
. Madam, you, and I, muſt up to 
your Chamber, and not be ſcen, 


( Exeunt- 


Enter Sir Simon, Thrifty, Ananias' 


Nic ompoop, and Servants. 


Thrif, Now Lads ſhew yourCourage, w we, 


| have catch'd the Ro one a Net, he is here 


Sir Sim. O, Is he ſo? We'll get him a Wife. 


Anan. Verily, the Spirit of Impurity 
dwelleth in him, how cam'ſt thou to defile 
that 
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that ſan&ify'd Garment with thy abomi- 
nable Carcaſs. 

True. Peace, thou canting Coxcomb, you 
take ſo much Pains in adorning your Body 
with a holy Garment, that you neglect 
your Soul, 

Thrif. What brought you here Sir? 

True, My Feet Sir. 

Thrif. But to what End Sir? 

: True, To run away with your Daughter 
ir, 


the young Fellows of this Age. 
 Thrif. Sir Simon, what ſhall we do with 
him — we'll equip, him for the Opera 
——— Nicompoop, fetch the Kitchen Knife, 
we'll ſpoil his Sport, but we will make him 
a Singer, here Boys take him alive. 
True. Blockheads, ſtand off, the brit 
Man thatlays Hands on me, Vil ſhoot him 


dead ; Whoever is. weary of his Life, let 


him approach. pereſents a Piſtol, Exit. 


 Thrij. What, is he gone? ye Rogues, 
ye Raſcals, ye Cowards, why did ye not 


afraid of a Piſtol ye Sots! 

Beats off the Servants. 
come Sir Simon, let us once get the Wri- 
tings drawn, and we ſhall ſoon put it out 


ſeize him 


of this Fellow's Power to play any more 


Tricks. . | E xc unt 


Sir Sim. Oh! abominable Impudence of 
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SCENE, the Street. 


Enter True love. 


True. Fortune has ſhew'd her Spite to the 
utmolt —— damn the Bitch, how often 
has ſhe baulk d my Deſigns —— I may go 


hang my ſelf now, for it is impoſſible to re- 


trieve loſt Jabella. 


Enter Plotwell. 


Plot. Well Sir; what's to be done? 
Can't you think of no Plot now >  * 

True. I think! my Brain is ſo confus'd I 
have not a ſeitl'd Thought, 

Plot. Deſpair nor yet Sir, I will bring 
all about again, but I am really brought 
to my laſt Plot; all my Wits are at ae” 
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if I fail in this, I am broke for ever, all muſt 
be ventur'd on this Bottom, which muſt 
come ſafe to Shore, or I ſhall be a Bankrupt. 
True. Let me know it dear Plotwell none 
| ſpeak Comfort to my Soul, 

Plot. Go immediately to my Lady Zea- 
lous, get her Chaplain Mr. Short grace, go 
to Tom Cabbage the Tailor's, he knows all 
the reſt, I have already told him how to 
manage Matters, you and Mr. Short-grace 
muſt endure a ſhort Penance; this is all, 
be quick and reſolute, I wiſh it were paſt, 
for it tires my Body and Brain” 


Plotwell hold out, till you have runthis Race, 
And then I'll Crown your toils with Mealth 
aud Eaſe. Exeunt ſeverally, 


ſays. 
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SCENE, a Dining- room, 


Enter Sir Simon, Thrifty, Plotwell, 


and Nicompoop. 


_ Thrif. Ods buds Sir Simon, I think The- 
edofia has adviſed well, for it is but getting 
a Parſon, and all things are done privately. 

Sir Sim. Truly ſhe is no Fool, all her 
Words are utter'd with Wiſdom, and ſhe 
gives a ſubſtantial Reaſon for what ſhe 


Phot. Sir it muſt be the ſafeſt Courſe, for 


if they were to be marry'd publickly, Truec- 


love wou'd hire ſome deſperate Ruffians 
like himſelf, who wou'd murder all that 
ſhou'd oppoſe them, and carry off the 
Bride. „5 
 Thrif. Get my Daughter ready, Theodoſia, 
it ſhall be done this Night. 
Plot. I have inform'd her of your Reſo- 
: 1 = lution 


Tr 
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lation Sir, ſhe is very well pleas'd and is 
ready for you Sir Simon. 
: Sir Sim, And adod I am as ready for 
er. 
Thrif. Ods my Life Sir Simon, you look 
fo airy ——how brisk, how gay, how 
youthful he looks Theodofia, is he not 
wondrous youthful for a Man of his Age 
hold up your Head my Boy, and 
you'll look like an Angel. 

Sir Sim. L. hope they won't diſcover that I 
am painted. 


Plot. Really Sir Simon looks charmingly, 


he's a Bridegroom indeed, I never in my 
Life ſaw'Threeſcore and Ten look liker Five 
| and Twenty, 5 
Sir Sm. Adod, the Thoughts of Marriage 
have reviv'd me, I am not the ſame Man I 
wasa Month ago, I am grown young again. 
Plot. You know the Proverb Sir Simon? 
An old Man is twice a Child. 
wg Knock here. 
Nic. A Sailor Sir. Opening the Door. 
Plot. On my Life ſome News from Mr. 
Truſty. | Os 


_ Thrif, Admit him. 


Enter 
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Enter Tailor, like a Sailor, 


Tail. Your Name Mr. Thrifiy? 

Thrif. Yes Friend. 

Tail. Two Cheſts of Goods are ka 
I brought from on Board the Tiger ar Dept 
ford, ſent by Mr: Tru 


_ Thrif. Tis very well, let em be brought 
in, and ſet down here. 


Enter Men with two Cheſts, in which 
are True-love and Short-grace. 


Tail Mr. Truſly, ſays and pleaſe you Sir 
to morrow he'll be here, and bring the 
Keys with him. 5 Exeunt. 

Thrif. Sir Simon, I leave you to take 
Care of my Daughter in my Abſence, and 
do you Nicompoop, guard the Door, 1'il but 

go for the Parſon and the Licence, and then 
Sir Simon 

Sir Sim. And then Mr. Thrifty, I ſhall be 
a happy Man. (Exeunt Thrifty au 
7 Nicompoop. 


Plite 


0 
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Plot. No hungry Fiſh cou'd have ſwal- 
Jow'd a Bait more greedily, than the old 
Man has our Plot. (Aſide. 
Sir Simon. Where is my Bride, lead me 
to my Bride, I never was ſo brisk and nim- 
ble in all my Life, I can jump and caper, 
and frisk, like a School-boy of Fifteen. 
Jumps about. 
Plot. You ſhou'd not caper fo Sir Simon, 
you'll tire your ſelf, before this time to mor- 
row Night you'll be ſufficiently wearied. 
Sir Simon. Adod I wiſh Bed-time were 
on 3 TI never long d ſo to go to Bed be- 
ore 


Pht. You won't fall to without the 
Parſon's Bleſſing, I Hope. 


Sir Simon. Adod he muſt make Haſte, for 
Lam all on Fire. 

Plot. That's a ſmall "RY which can 
ſoon be put out. 

Sir Sim. Adod Til begin with you, let 
me kitsyou Huſly, 

Plot. O fye Sir Simon! be not ſo profuſe 
of your Vigour ; you'd be for {pending 
your Gunpowder all at once, and when 
the Day of Battle comes you'll not have 
enough left for one Shot. 

Sir Sim. You are an idle Baggage, a very 
Wag, and ſo Il tell my Bride. (Exit. 

True. Plotwell, is the Coaſt clear? 

Short 
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Short. O dear Mr. Plotwell, as you love 

my Life, free me from my Priſon, 1 am 
waſted to nothing. 

Plot. Gentlemen you are at Liberty. 


Short. I am glad of it with all my Heart, 


I'd rather ſay Grace to ten Tables, 
without eating a Bit my ſelf, than endure 
ſo much again. 

True. How ſhall we ſecure Sir Simon 
and Nicompoop. 

Plot. Let me alone to manage them 
good Mr. Chaplain I beg your 
Aſſiſtance in this Caſe, we have Occaſion 
for your Hands as well as your Tongue. 

Short. No Violence, I Hope ; that is 
againſt my Conſcience ? | 

Plot. Only catch the Booby's Hands, 
and hold them faſt till I tye them. Stand 
aſide here Nicompoop. 


Enter Nicompoop. 


Nic. Did you call Forſooth ? _ 

Plot. Yes, come here. ( Short-grace 
catches his Hands, 

Nic. Murder, Murder! 

Plot. Not a Word but gape wide, or III 


ſpoil your (queaking : Gape I ſay, or Ill 
run 


Now make his Hands ſecure. 
De his Hands. 
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run my Sword down your Throat. 
Gags him. 


49 


True, But here comes the Knight. 


Enter A Simon. 


Plot. Then he has (ard us the Labour, 


of going for him. 


Sir Sim, What Noiſe is ho 
bleſs me Heaven! I hope I'm Blind, True- 
ide here, Murder, Thieves, Rogues, 
Fire. 


True. Hark ye Sir Simon, be falent, « or 
Il make you ſo for ever. 


Nic. Aw, aw, oh, aw! 


Sir Sim, They have cut my Man's 


Tongue out, and will murder me 


good Gentlemen, ſpare my Life, and take 
all I nave. 


True. Sir Simon, We have no Spite to 


your Perſon, we ſhall only take Care your 


Man ſhali not loſe you. (They tye his Hands 
behind bis Back to the Rope that ties Nicom- 
-- -POOPs 

Plot. So, Back to Back, turn them out 
to eek their Fortunes but ſtay leſt 


they 
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they ſhou'd break their Noſes againſt a 


Poſt, I'll give them a Light. Hangs a Candle 


and Lanthurn- on Nicompoop' S Neck. 

Sir Sim. Some pity good Gentlemen. 
Plot. Shall your Bride go with you Sir 

Simon? 


Sir Sm, O you damn'd Jade, if ever! 


get free, il, IU, I'll 
Plot. So, all 18 late now. 


(Exeunt, 


Euter Iſabella. 


Jab. What Uproar is this? 
Plot. All upon your Account, good 


Madam. 


Tab. My Truelive! then I will ask no 


True. My Tabelia | how ſhall 1 exprels 
my 3 1s beyond the Reach of Words, 
my Thoughts can but conceive it. 

Plot. She can be ſenſible of your Love 
without Words — get to your Cham- 
ber Madam, let Mr, Shortgrace give you 
his Bleſſing, and then Maſter do your 
Part, let all be finiſh'd before the old 
Man comes Home ——— go, get you in. 

| Exeum. 


SCENE. 


bony hand 5 — OY. 


by 
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SCENE, the Street. 


Enter Nicompoop, drawing i in Sir Si- 
mon. 


Sir Sim. Why Nicompoop, I fay, you Raſ- 


cal, whither will you draw me? Cou'd 


I once get looſe, if ever I go a wooing a- 


gain, may I be hang'd in my own Cravat : 
I hope theſe People will be ſo kind as to 


ſet me at Liberty, good Chriſtian Peo- 


ple. boy 


Enter two Men talking. 


Nic. Yaw, yaw! 


1 Man. O Neighbour! the Devil, 4s 
Devil, let us run. (Exeunt. 
F 2 Sir 
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Sir Simon, What ſhall I do? All the Peo- 


Ple run from us, as we were the Plague ; 
why Nicompoop; 1 lay. 

Nic. Law, yaw: 

Sir Sim. Hold your Tongue you Raſcal, 
your yawing frighten'd the People. 


Two Men return, 


Both. The Devil, the Devil. 


(Runs croſs the Stage. 


5 Sir Sim. Where, where O bleſs 
me, the Devil's a coming, and, now can't 
I run away for rhe Blood of me! — The 
Devil, the Devil, Murder and the De- 
vil. (Kicks Nicompoop, then falls down and 

Nicompoop draws him out. 


Enter Thrifty. 


Thr 57 Now that I have got the Licenſe, 
the Parſon of the Pariſh is not to be found, 
I will not go Home without one, Vil run 
to my Lady. Zealous, and borrow her 
Chaplain Mr. Short-grace, he can do it for 
a Guinea, as well as the belt of em. 


Entei | 


TTP 


. ww 


Enter Nicompoop and Sir Simon. 


What have we here! eh! what do I ſee, 


Nicompoop here, you Raſcal, how came you 
Sirrah to leave the Door, conrrary to my 


Orders, unguarded. 


Nic. Law, yaw, yaw! 7 5 
Thrif. You Villain, do you mock me, 
and make Mouths at me. 
Nic. Yaw, yaw. 
Thrif. I'll yaw ye with a Vengeance. 
( Offers to beat him, and ſees Sir Simon. 
Sir Sim, Oh! Mr. Thrifty, relieve me, I 
faint, I dye. I ſhall not have Time to ſay 
my Prayers, I'm at the laſt Gaſp. 
Thrif. Sir Simon here too! then there has 
been foul Play. e 
Sir Sim, Before you ask one Queſtion, 


pray unbind me. 


Nic Law! yaw! | 
Thrif. What the Devil has this Fellow 
got in his Mouth. (unbinds him. 
Nic. The hardeſt Bone ever I chaw'd in 


my Lite Sir, and the wholſomeſt, it has 


made a Quart of Water run from my Gums. 


1 Sir 
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that cou'd not keep the Door 
Ker and a Man, both not worth a Groz: 
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Sir Sim. This Raſcal has led me the 
+ Dance TI ever danc'd in my 

ite. Os 
 Thrif. Now Sir Simon you are free; how 
came this about, where is my Daughter ? 
Who ty'd you thus? What made you leave 
the Houſe? / n 


Sir Sim. Mr. Thrifty, without putting ; 


your ſelf to the unneceſſary Expence of ſu- 
perfluous Words, knock at that Door, and 


they l ſatisfy all your Queſtions at once. 


(knocks, 
Enter True- love above. 


True. Who dares knock at this Door 
with ſuch Authority? V 
Thrif. Look down you Raſcal, and let 
your Eyes ſatisfy that impertient Queſti- 
on. 
True. Mr. Thrifty, you're welcome, but 
I muſt ask my Wife's Leave to let you in. 
Thrif. Who's your Wife, Sirrah ? 5 
True. Your Daughter, Sir. 
Thrif. Am I then outwitted at laſt? O 
you old Fool, and you 8 Oat, 
ut! a Ma- 


— 


Goon — - 


er” — —— 


I cou'd Fiſt ye both, till I'd beat 
your Bones into Griſtles, and your Fleſh 
into Jelly, I'm angrier at this old Sot than 
at True-love. Hark: 
True. Rail not at them Mr. Thrifty, LI 
aſſure you they're not to blame. 
Thrif. Open the Door Sirrah, or I'il ſet 


1 the Houſe on Fire. 


True. You may Fire the Houſe if you 
will Sir, but TI' not ſurrender but upon 
very ſecure Articles. 5 
 Thrif, Bubbl'd, cheated ! jilted, I ſhall 


Aſs, you deſerve a Wife, and cou'd not 
Watch herfor an Hour. ee 


Sir Sm. Good Words, Mr. Thrifty, 1 


| be.laugh'd at by the World — you old 


wiſh 1 had never ſeen you nor your Daugh- 


ter, if ever I goa Courting again, may I 
break my Neck as I ſtep over the Thre- 
ſhold ; and True-love, I with you Joy. 

Thrif. Im glad you've miſs d my Daugh« 
ter, you wou'd have prov'd a kind Huſ- 
band, ſince you can bear the Loſs ſo eafily ; 
ods my Life, I cou'd'be reconcil'd to True- 
love, to ſpite yon, you old Fox. | 

Sir Sim. Spite me, Mr. Thrifty | I ſcorn 
your Words, this Adventure has both o- 


pen'd my Eyes and my Heart; and 


for the Kindneſs that True-love has done 
me, in cyring me of this unnatural Folly, 
which 
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which has expos'd me ſo much, and might 


have done more, had I been marry'd ;) that 


to morrow Morning I'll freely give him 
three thouſand Pound, and thank him into 


the Bargain. 


 Thrif. Says he ſo, that's Right. (Aide. 
And are you really Marry'd? (to True-love 

True. Wedded and Bedded Sir! 

Thrif, Tnen it is needleſs to ſtand out, 


1 muſt be Friends —— Sir Simon, once 


more I embrace, not as a Father, but a 
Brother, a Friend —— True-love, open the 


Door, ſtand not to capitulate, you have 
Jabella and my Pardon, without asking ei- 
ther. 1 


True. May I rely on what you ſay. 
Thrif. Upon the Word of an Honeſt Man. 
True, Sir, I never doubted yours when 
given. N (Open the Door these. 


SCENE 
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SCENE, a Dining- room. 


Enter Sir Simon, Thrifty, Te- lore 
Iiabella, Plotwell, and Shortgrace. 


True. Sir on our Knees we ask Forgive- 
nels —— if I have committed any Crime 


contraryto Law or Juſtice, impure it, Sir, 


to my exceſſive Love for your Daughter, 
and ſtrive to forget it. 

Jab. Sir, I join in my Husband's. Re- 
queſt it is true I have dilobey'd your 
Will, but I did it, to avoid the Miſery I 
knew wou'd be the Conſequence of match- 
ing with one I cou'd not love. 3 

_ Thrif. I, from my Soul forgive ye hearti- 
ly, bleſs ye both —— Mr. Short. grace, I 
thought to have troubl'd you for a Caſt. of 
your Office, but J ſee you have been too 
quick for me. „„ 


Vue, 


—— —— — — — ſ—— f＋œ—E6—ẽ— 
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True. Sir Simon, now I muſt pay my 


Duty to you, for you have proved a Father, 


in being the chict Cauſe of my Reconcilati- 
on with Mer. Thrifty. 


Sir Sim. J am glad it lay in my Power, 


you have been at ſome Pains to win her, 


and adod no Body elſe ſhou'd wear her. 
Plot. Sir, I Rape I ſhall not be excluded 


the general Indemnity. 


Thrif. O Madam Theodofia ! were you 


in the Plot too? 


Plot. No more Theodofia, but N F Plots 
well at your Service. 


Thrif. How | Plotuell! then I am doubly 
cheated, and I find my Brother's Death is 


all a Sham. 


Plot. Only my Part, Sir, your Riches 
may be a coming Sir - I only brought 
them here a little babes their Time, and 
theſe are rich Goods that fili'd your two 
Cheſts, one was very well loaded, I aſlure 

ou. 
g Thrif. Since all was contriv'd for the 


carrying on the Match, I pardon all F aults 


in one. 
Plot. J hope you won't towzle and tickle 
Doll the buxom again, Sir. 


Thrif. Mum! bury that in Silence, and 
you ſhall not repent it. 


Enter 
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Enter Nicompoop. 


Nic. Sir, there is Tom. Cabbage the Tai- 
lor below, and ſome of your Neighbours, 
that hearing of a Wedding to be, are come 
to give you a Dance. 

True. Sir, 1 beg they may be admitted, 
I am oblig d to em ——— but Sir Simon, I 
hope you'll forgive the Devils that fright- 
en'd you in the Fields. 

Sir Sim, Are them the Rogues ? well, 
let *em come in. 


Thrif. Admit enn. 
DANCE. 


Now Son W love, may you prove happy 
in your Wife, 1 own your {mall Fortune 
was the only Objection Lever had to you; 
were you now unmarry d, and not worth a 
Groat, you ſhou'd have her, you have toil'd 
for her, and deſerve her. 

True. Sir, next to Jabella's Love, which 
above the World I prize, it ſhall be my 
Study to deſerve yours, her Fortune put in 
the Balance with chat, 1s but light, and 
of of mag Value 


Parents 
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Parents ſhou'd think, before their Children 
wed, 
And not by Int eff be too blindly led. 
They that are wiſe, in that the moſt do err, 
For all ſhou'd Happineſs to Wealth prefer. 
Let thoſe then chuſe (. who wou 'd their Cares 


prevent) 
Not the 28 Money, but the moſt Content. 


If MN js | 
N — vg 


OT 2 OS 


> x - ” + | 
CHO EEE EST 


n ; 5 


A ES Hot 
„ . 


